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This is Not a Scene From l’Assommoir, nor does it Represent a Man with the Hydrophobia; it is Our Comic Artist, 


Who Has Been Told to Get up “Something New” about Thanksgiving. 
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No. 13 contains a clever and forcisle sketch of local 
political life, entitled ‘Lenox Lenox, M. C.,” by Arthur 
Lot, which is complete in the present issue; a delicate 
little story,**A Love Chase,” of a more modern type than 
Sheridan Knowles’s drama; ** Close at Hand,” a touching 
pastoral sketch; and *‘Greek Meets Greek,” by Ernest 
Harvier, and “Among the Barons,” two tales of fresh 
and original humor. ‘Feanne,”’ the powerful and fas- 
cinating seria! which has run through thirteen numbers 
of the paper, draws toward its close, which is promised 
in the next number. The present installment is one of 
unusual interest, wherein incidents that border on the 
sensational are treated with a rare refinement and sim- 
piicity of style. Anew serial, in no way the inferior of its 
predecessor, will be begun on the conclusion of **Feanne?? 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 
T’ is not often that we let the public into 
the secrets of the manufacture of this 
paper; but we feel that the time has come 
to do so. We have before us a prospect of 
many years of intimacy with our readers, and 
we think it eminently advisable that this ques- 
tion of ‘Thanksgiving should be settled right 
here and now. ‘Thanksgiving is the meanest 
feast in the whole calendar for a humorous 
paper. You can do something with every other 
holiday; but ‘Thanksgiving is a bad job. There 
is an eternal sameness about the occasion which 
defies humorous treatment. ‘Thanksgiving was 
practically worked out a century ago. You can’t 
do anything new about it, and the old things 
are not sufficiently good to stand the wear and 
tear of endless reproduction. The points get 
broken off the jokes, as it were. 





# 

Now, the 4th of July is altogether a different 
sort of thing. It is easy to do something for 
every 4th of July—something acrobatically 
artistic, at any rate. ‘here are unlimited pos- 
sibilities in the way of explosions and _ inci- 
dents arising out of the use of fire-crackers, 
and all that sort of thing. And then it is 
the balmy summer-time, and if you happen to 
get stuck for an idea, you can make a lot of 
prominent people go off on a picnic. Nor is 
Christmas absolutely hopeless. ‘There is always 
the stocking business, and the Santa-Claus- 
coming-down-the-chimney sclieme, and various 
other points which may be handled with local 





and timely variations, As to New Year’s, that 
is a feast. What with fashionable calling and 
ring-out-wild-bells-across the-snow, the profes- 
sional funny man, be he artist or editor, is fairly 
wallowing in richness on New Year’s. Why, if 
the worst comes to the worst, and everybody 
gets ahead of him in every other idea, he can 
always tell a story, or draw a picture on the 
subject of the dandy caller who slips down a 
coal-hole. ‘There is an inexhaustible fund of 
humor in New Year’s Day. 
* 


But when you have once done Thanksgiving, 
you have done it for alltime. Jokes on Turkey 
are, or ought to be, called in, especially puns 
on Turkey the country and turkey the fowl. 
‘Then there is Uncle Sam’s Thanksgiving Din- 
ner, a “‘ good old-timer comic,’’ as it is known 
in the profession; but long familiarity with that 
idea has bred a vast contempt for it in the pop- 
ular mind. True, it is possible to try the cyni- 
cal line, and point out that we have n’t any too 
much to be thankful for; but there is a ghastly 
truth about this which lays humor out cold as a 
bathroom oilcloth on a winter’s morning, As 
to the other recognized and accepted forms of 
Thanksgiving humor, our artist has sketched the 
best known on the first page of this issue, in his 
touching representation of the scene which oc- 
curred when he was notified that Puck had no 


use for them this year. 
* 


* # 
We are disappointed. Long ere this we ex- 
pected to see the gentlemen who have been 
making their reputations, if not fortunes, in the 
Star Route contracts in costumes different from 
what they are accustomed to wear. But Messrs. 
Dorsey and Brady and some of their best 
friends still wander about this boundless coun- 
try, so that it is difficult to mistake them from 
ordinary citizens. We do not know exactly 
who is to blame; but somebody certainly ought 
to be called to account for neglecting to sup- 
ply these poor, persecuted and unprosecuted 
Star Routers with suitable uniforms. ‘There 
ought to be no difficulty about it, although Dis- 
trict Attorney Corkhill and ex-Attorney Gen- 
eral MacVeagh have, after profound study and 
research, discovered obstacles. 


* 
* * 


Postmaster General James is one of those 
sanguine men who do not object to a little trou- 
ble to oblige acquaintances; and we think, 
therefore, that, in spite of the delay, there is a 
very fair prospect of Messrs. Dorsey, Brady & 
Co. being provided with all the large-patterned 
clothing they may require, which will last them 
during two or three Presidential terms. ‘Ihere 
is an incompleteness about things, as it were, 
until the Star Route heroes receive proptr re- 
cognition. Uncle Sam has some exceedingly 
interesting and well-known figures in his great 
moral and historical show; but a few more are 
yet wanted. Surely none could be found better 
suited to fill the empty niches or stands in this 
temple of fame, or rather notoriety, than the 
gentlemen we have mentioned; and we wait 
with anxiety until, in response to Uncle Sam’s 
call, they say, Adsumus. 

* 


* 

There are some people who steal and black- 
mail for years and never get punished; there 
are others whose noble efforts in this line are 
discovered at the outset, and meet with nothing 
but discomfiture. Colonel Welles is one of 
these unhappy individuals. Like Sir Boyle 
Roche, Mr. Jay Gould “smelt a rat, he saw 
him floating in the air, and he nipped him in 
the bud.’ Not that Mr. Jay Gould did the 
nipping himself; but Inspector Byrnes did, 
with the help of Mr. Gould’s unlimited check- 
book. The zeal of the detective force and the 
post-office department cannot be too highly 
commended. Perhaps no other blackmailer 





was ever caught more quickly, and perhaps no 
such means were ever taken to catch one; but 
then, everybody is not Mr. Jay Gould, who 
can pay the expense of this interesting episode 
by bulling or bearing a stock for a few minutes. 
* 
* . . 

The unfortunate Colonel Welles committed 
a grievous error in choosing Mr. Jay Gould for 
his victim. He might have had some chance 
of success with a third or fourth-rate operator; 
but’ bloated monopoly, in the person of the 
King of Wall Street, cannot be threatened with 
impunity. A monopolist who can monopolize 
all the detectives, all the postmen, all the letter- 
boxes, ought to be carefully let al ne. We 
congratulate Mr. Jay Gould on the capture of 
his persecutor, anc we appeal to all professional 
blackmailers not to try their experiments on 
great capitalists, or who knows that one of 
these days we may want to employ a detective 
to recover our bonds and diamonds, and may 
find that they are all permanently employed by 
Mr. Jay Gould, and that we are helpless! 


‘ * 

Monopoly still seems to exist, notwithstand- 
ing the attacks made on it. As for ourselves, 
we have almost given up the idea of anything 
being done to curb the ambition of those who 
indulge in the practice. Perhaps this is the 
reason that our streets continue to be disfigured 
by telegraph-poles, and these poles are braced 
by girdling the neighboring trees with wires. 
If a man isa professional monopolist, we see no 
reason why he should not be allowed to mo- 
nopolize the trees in Union Square in this man- 
ner; but then the Park Commissioners ought, at 
least, to protest mildly, unless they prefer to 
see the trees destroyed. 


* 

The last impression that reaches us of the 
Paris ///ustration contains a pictorial representa- 
tion, “aprés le croquis de M. Liani,’”’ of the re- 
ception at Washington accorded the French 
‘guests of the nation’? by President Arthur. 
The accuracy of this picture is truly wonder- 
ful, and shows conclusively that the croguis of 
M. Liani must, as our Parisian contemporary 
charges itself to say, have been made “sur / 
champs.’ Nevertheless, there are some points 
about it that would seem to require explanation. 
For instance, we cannot quite understand why 
“¢ Mf. Arthur Chester, President des Etats Unis,” 
should have worn on that festive occasion the 
uniform of a Field Marshal, much less why 
he should have so far forgotten himself and the 
dignity of his great office as to put on a pair of 
false chin-whiskers. 


Still, perhaps these trifling deviations from 
old and established custom, peculiar to Ameri- 
can Presidents, may have resulted from the 
very tremendous regard, not to say individual 
affection, in which the four hundred and fifty- 
fifth cousins of Lafayette and Rochambeau 
{although the skeptical Figaro denies them even 
this meagre relationship) are held by our ap- 
preciative and sentimental fellow-countrymen. 
We shall await with lively interest the arrival 
of the Berlin illustrated papers, containing—as 
they no doubt will, in abundance—the adven- 
tures of the Von Steuben family, and shall not 
be greatly surprised to find therein, illustrative 
of a similar reception, our adaptable President 
clothed not only.in his right mind, but arrayed 
apropos to the occasion —wearing a spiked hel- 
met on his head, and holding in one hand a 
salted pretzel, and in the other a beaker of 
foaming lager, with the illuminated legend in- 
scribed thereunder: “ Prost(—in hoc signo vin- 
ces.’ ‘here is nothing like realism, especially in 
the illustrated journals, as most of our local 
publishers thoroughly understand, unless, in- 
deed, it be the marvelous accuracy of the ubi- 
quitous “special artists,’ forever ‘‘on the 


spot.”” 
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THE STRAIGHT TRUTH. 


The barber is a satirized and maligned artist. 
He is set forth as being a skillful business man 
and a humorist. If he were half as shrewd as 
he is said to be, he would certainly have sense 
enough to go into Wall Street and become the 
possessor of a few railroads. And if he were 
the merry jester which he is claimed to be, he 
would get into a circus or minstrel troupe and 
secure wealth and recognition by the introduc- 
tion of a new fresh joke, which would not only 
redound to his credit, but be a step toward the 
annihilation of those which are so old that they 
are obliged to hobble on crutches and hold 
themselves together with trusses. 

In truth, the barber uses only the most com- 
monplace, every-day language. To prove this, 
it is only necessary to quote a conversation I 
overheard, the other mornjng, between one of 
these so-called fiends and a customer, the bar- 
ber opening: 

“ Fine day ?”? 

6c Yes.’ 

‘* Guess the rain’s over at last.’’ 

‘* Guess it is.”’ 

‘“ We'll have snow before long, I think.”’ 

“Correct. In some parts of the world they 
have snow even at this time, in other parts they 
never have snow, while there are regions where 
snow lies on the ground all the year round, 
You are right in your prediction, however, and 
you'd be safe in betting on it without consult- 
ing the almanac.”’ 

‘* Are you in the Weather Bureau ?”’ 

** No; I sell pork on commission.”’ 

Pause. 

‘* Does the razor hurt you?”’ 

‘Not at all. I can’t feel it any more than 
you can feel a candidate’s pecuniary pulse the 
morning after election day.”’ 

“The election excitement is over, isn’t it?”’ 

“It is—it has been over about two weeks,”’ 

Pause. 

“Ts it too cold for you with the door open ?”’ 

‘Not at all; it’s very pleasant.’’ 

‘We are going to have a mild winter.”’ 

“Tt looks that way, and I trust we may be 
able to scrabble through on our bamboo-canes 
and summer underclothes.”’ 

Pause. 

‘* Close shave ?”? 

“Yes, as close as you can; I want this shave 
to last until pay-day.” 

‘Crops are good this year.”’ 

“They may be; but it is not proper fora 
man who cuts hair to speak of crops. ‘That was 
originally intended for a joke in London, where 
it was built, and had a long, prosperous run, 
and underwent various changes to mee* various 
contingencies. It is now respected simply on 
account of its great age, and is kep! alive by 
warm bricks, stimulants and medicated under- 
clothes.”’ 

Pause. 

‘* A sad suicide last night ?”’ 

“Didn’t hear of it, but it must have been. 
Suicides are generally sad. Don’t know that I 
ever heard of a real delightful, merry suicide 
that embraced all the ecstatic elements of a sail 
over a tranquil lake at twilight, accompanied 
by a girl with soft black eyes, and a tender little 
rosebud mouth.”’ 

Pause. 

“‘ Your hair is getting thin on top.”’ 

‘“‘ That’s the correct place for it to get thin. 
Suppose a man’s hair should fall out all around 
and remain intact on the top! Then he would 
be tufted like a cockatoo, and he would eclipse 
a minstrel show every time he raised his hat to 
a lady. And he might wax such a tuft and work 
it up to a point like a goatee, and thus afford 
his friends lots of innocent diversion; or he 
might grow it long, and let it hang around his 
head in a fringe, or convert it into a pigtail.’’ 





Pause. 

‘* Bay rum ?”’ 

“cc Yes.’ 

“* Fifteen cents.’’ 

“* Here.*” 

“Thank you. Good morning.’ 

**Good morning.”’ ~ 

And the patron who had done twice as much 
talking as the barber walked out. 

R. K. M. 








FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No. CLXXXXIX. 
‘THANKSGIVING. 


Ya-as, everwy ye-ah 
a large pwoportion 
of the Amerwicans 
celebwate a festi- 
val which they call 
Thanksgiving. 

The celebwation 
consists in eating a 
, eweat deal of turkey, 
and in westing, just 
as ordinarwy people 
do at home on bank- 
holidays and on aw 
Sundays. I have nevah, so fah, been able to 
find out why everwy ye-ah Amerwicans should 
be expected to weturn thanks, when they have 
fwequently nothing to be thankful faw. 

A gweat many people, I believe, see the 
supweme folly of this; but then they continue 
to carwy out the arwangement, undah pwessure 
fwom the wearwahs of poultwy, who would 
pwobably have to go into the bankwuptcy 
court, 

It does not appe-ah to me that Amerwicans, 
this ye-ah especially, have verwy much to be 
thankful faw. The wegulahly-elected Pwesident 
is in his gwave, and they have sufferwed fwom 
a numbah of serwious things, such, I believe 
aw, as poor cwops, and aw floods and ovahflow 
of wivahs; and destwuction of life and pwoperty, 
in a State called Michigan, by forwest fires 
which wushed ovah the local pwairwies and 
burnt everwything within weach to a cwisp, so 
that now all the unfortunate wesidents are ob- 
jects of charwity, and aw money is being waised 
to welieve them. 

Why, then, should there be any pwayahs and 
thanksgiving, when no benefits have been we- 
ceived? I don’t object to pwayah myself on 
ordinarwy occasions and Sundays; but I fail to 
see the aw utility of it faw the particulah festi- 
val I am endeavorwing to descwibe. 

Mrs. Fitznoodle is quite horwified at my 
wadical notions, and says that I have no wegard 
faw Amerwican twaditions, and that ‘Mhanksgiv- 
ing is a glorwious institution, and it affords 
everwybody an opportunity of eating a good 
dinnah of turkey in the company of fwiends. 

I agwee with Mrs. Fitznoodle so far as the 
turkey is concerned, but I don’t see why it 
should wequire a separwate day of west set 
apart faw the purpose; any othah day, I think, 
would be quite as appwopwiate faw a dinnah- 
party aw. 











NURSERY RHYME—OF THE POLY- 
GLOT CLASS. ° 

Patti cake, Patti cake, Franchi man! 

‘*So I do, messieurs, comme vile as 1 can.”’ 

Roulez et tournez et marquez : ‘with care,” 

Et posez au publique @ TEN DOLLARS A CHAIR! 





OUR GERMAN RELATIONS. 
[Herr Biaine zu der Familie von Steuben.| 
Gut Abend meine Herren, und zwei Lagerbier, 
Und Sauerkraut’s not very bad; 
Und Schweinefleisch furnishes very good cheer, 
Along with Kartoffel-Salat. 





Puckerings. 





Jay GouLp says that all’s well that ends 
Welles. 





THE GREATER the hurry you’re in, the more 
liable your shoe-strings are to come untied. 





FuLt soon the gobbler’s cardinal head 
Will be kicked around the flower-bed. 





+ THE NEW White Star steamer “ Coptic”? is 
not, as some people fondly imagine, the name 
of the latest police-boat. 





No MATTER how rich a young man may be, 
he always prefers mending his suspenders with 
cord to purchasing a new pair. 





To-mMorROwW the wings that bore the turkey 
to the tallest tree will stop soaring, and be 
used to brush ashes into the dust-pans with. 





On THANKSGIVING-DAY the esthete in the 
cheap boarding-house will probably imagine 
he has a medizval drumstick in his m’d’] hand 





THEY WON’T have agnostics as witnesses in 
Toronto, Canadians contemplating murder 
should secure the services of Colonel Bob 
Ingersoll as a witness. 


IF THE remarks of the average young man 
were as pointed as the shoes which he wears to 
make him look like an Englishman, he would 
be asort of amateur Aristophanes. 





To-pay we may swallow the fish-bone, 
And dance in a vortex of sorrow; 

But the drumstick, and stuffing, and wish-bone, 
We’ll woo with keen rapture to-morrow, 





THE SEVENTH comet of 1881 has appeared. No tail. 
—N. Y. Commercial Advertiser. 

This is the latest fashion in the article. Little 
Bo Peep’s sheep style leave their tails behind 


them. 





GUITEAU CALLED upon all the lawyers in 
the country to help him, If Guiteau were not 
crazy, he would have moved heaven and earth 
to induce Mr. MacVeagh to prosecute him, and 
thus insure acquittal. 





SARAH BERNHARDT says if she were a man 
she would smash Marie Colombier’s head. We 
manage this thing differently in the United 
States. If Sadie were an American, she would 
simply put a head on Colombier. 





‘¢ SOUND LITERATURE is very cheap in Italy,’’ 
says the Herald P.I. man. It can’t be much 
cheaper than sound organ-grinding, of which 
there seems, unhappily, more than enough for 
domestic consumption and exportation. 





Two HUNDRED thousand dollars’ worth of 
diamonds have been stolen from registered let- 
ters in the Hatton Garden Post-office, London. 
We hasten to inform our readers that the Hatton 
Garden Post-office is not an emotional actress. 


DECORATIVE ART Run Map.—*“ Art is long 
and time is fleeting,’? and when the “ decor- 
ated”’ signs of shopkeepers reach the climax of 
obliteration, both of the name and business, 
isn’t it about time to call a halt in that direc 
tion ? 





ALTHOUGH OUR newspapers are ‘so pro- 
vincial,’’? Mr. John Walter, M. P., advises Eng- 
lishmen to come here; but then he must prom- 
ise not to publish, in the United States, an 
American edition of the London Zimes, or life 
will be as gloomy to them as it is at home, 
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ABOUT A DIRECTORY. 





It was at one of the up-town District Tele- 
raph offices, one evening last week. A man in 
a blue shirt walked in to have a message-sent. He 
was very wild and Western in appearance, wore a 
blue flannel shirt and asoft hat, and had tobacco- 
juice running down his beard in a twinkling 
torrent. After writing the name of the man 
with whom he desired to communicate, he 
happened to forget the number of the street in 


which he lived, and said politely to the clerk:* 


“ Have you a directory ?”’ 

“Tt is over there,’’ replied the clerk, point- 
ing across the room. 

‘* Will you get it for me for a moment ?”’ 

“I can’t,’’ responded the telegraph operator: 
“it is chained.”’ 

“Oh, I see,’ broke in the visitor: “it is 
chained, eh? ‘That is, probably, because it is 
dangerous.” 

“Not at all, sir.” 

“ Has it hydrophobia ?’’ queried the man who 
desired to get the number, with some anxiety. 

“T didn’t say it had.” 

‘‘T know you didn’t, and that’s just why I 
am suspicious that it is on the straight snap. 
Does it bite ?”’ 

“TI never heard of it biting,” the clerk stam- 
mered back, in tones of great embarrassment. 

“ Oh, you didn’t, eh? Well, then, if it doesn’t 
bite and hasn’t hydrophobia, does it wear a 
muzzle?” shouted the customer, leaning over 
the counter, and gesticulating in a wild, fierce 
manner, 

“No, it doesn’t wear a muzzle,’’ screamed 
the clerk, putting on a little defiance. 

“Then, what makes you chain it up?’’ 

‘To keep it from going away.”’ 

‘To keep it from going away ?”’ repeated the 
man in the big hat, excitedly: ‘‘ what is it, any- 
how, a quadruped or a biped ?”” 

“‘Neither!’’ said the clerk, in a tone of voice 
that showed his great emotion. 

“Has it got wings ?”? 

‘No, it hasn’t.”’ 

‘**T see,’’ said the man in the blue shirt: “it’s 
a fish, How often do you change the water 
and throw in flies ?”’ 

“It can’t move at all; it’s no fish; it’s in- 
animate and hasn’t any kind of life,’’ explained 
the clerk in a slow, careful manner: “it can’t 
move at all.’’ 

“*Didn’t you just say you chained it up to 
keep it from going away ?”’ 

**I did,’’ said the clerk, with a crestfallen air. 

“‘ And now,”’ screamed the caller, triumph- 
antly: “ you say it can’t move. Now, if it can’t 
move, can it go away ?”’ 

ed. hd 

‘*And if it is not nomadic, and can’t go 
away, what’s the use of chaining it up ?”’ 

“To keep it in one spot,’’ was the reply. 

“To keep it in one spot, eh?’’ repeated the 
aggressor: ‘Do you think it could be in two 
spots at the same time? Do you think, at this 
very moment, it could be used by me here, a 
man in Keokuk, and a widow in Hong Kong ?”’ 

“I do not,’’ answered the clerk, meekly. 

“Then, what is your idea of trying to keep it 
in-one spot, when you acknowledge it can’t 
cover a dozen ?”’ 

‘So that we may use it.”’ 

“Do you think you can use it better in one 
spot than in a dozen ?”’ 

“TI don’t know,’ stammered the operator. 

“Oh, you don’t, eh? Well, you don’t look 
as though you knew much. Will you just turn 
to B and hunt up Bloomingdale, and tell me 
how many members of your family are banging 
themselves against padded walls ?”’ 

‘*No, I will not!’ yelled the man. 

‘* Well, I suppose it’s a family secret, and you 
are sensitive on the subject.’’ 





‘Not at all! I—” 

“Oh, you are not, eh? Then you are proud 
of it, and put on style over it? I suppose they 
are chained, to keep them from going away.”’ 

‘** No, they are not!’’ 

‘¢ Oh, I see,”’ said the other: “ they are harm- 
less, simply dreamy imbeciles with heads like 
monkeys, and they don’t require anchoring.”’ 

The clerk was silent, completely overcome 
by this volley of words. 

“Will you now unchain your directory and 
lead it forth!’’ shouted the caller. 

“T can’t.” 

“‘What’s the matter, are you paralyzed ?”’ 

“No; but it is against the orders to take it off 
the chain, because one was /aken away week 
before last.”’ 

‘*Do you think I want to take it away? Do 
you think I have never read that standard work, 
and do you think I am thirsting for poetry and 
consolation like a seashore dreamer? Do you, 
furthermore, for a moment think I would steal a 
thing that can’t be trusted off a chain ?”’ 

“1 don’t know—”’ 

** You don’t, eh?” broke in the other. “ Well, 
then, just take that, you miserable, addlepated, 
electricity-slinging nincompoop!? and with 
that he lit out and fetched the operator one 
under the ear that brought him down like the 
price of coai in summer, and stretched him out 
on the floor, At this juncture a policeman 
came in and stopped the row, the office-hands 
clamoring for the arrest of the pugnacious party, 
and the latter vowing in picturesque language 
that he would start in with a libel-suit against 
the company the first thing in the morning. 

R. K. M. 








“IT’S AN ILL WIND—” 
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OLD BROWN DOES NOT FEEL BAD ON ACCOUNT OF THE 
FAILURE OF THE PEANUT CROP. ‘THIS WAS HIS FOR- | 
MER EXPERIENCE AT THE THEATRE, 


FREE LUNCH. 





WHEN MANAGER HaAveERLY Missed his Great- 
est Opportunity—‘“‘ When the morning stars sang 
together.’’ 





Ir 1s stated that a well-known athlete has 
been added to the Yale College examining 
board, to see that no boy slips into that institu- 
tion of learning who is not sufficiently advanced 
in rowing and football. 





Goop ror Fanny.-—Fanny Kemble knows a 
thing or two, and proves it beyond peradventure, 
in her reply to a query by Mrs. Scott-Siddons 
as to what she (Fanny) thought about her 
(Scotty’s) acting: “‘ Zhimk about it? I don’t 
think about it at all; I only think of things 
that exist.’ 





Non RECIPROCAL.—Patti came over here, so 
she avers, because she wanted to see ‘“‘ dear old 
America.’’ Of course. But dear old America, 
we are sorry to say, does not appear to be in- 
spired with the same laudable curiosity to see 
dear old Patti—no, not by so long a shot as 
eight dollars, at the very least. 





A QuEsTION oF Patriors.—There are pro- 
bably more patriots to the square mile in the 
United States than in any other country, bar- 
ring Ireland. Our patriots are not only patriotic 
as regards themselves, but their families as well. 
For proof positive of this assertion, witness the 
example of the present dissolving Cabinet. 





SUGGESTION AND ADVICE.—Dr. Oliver Wen- 
dell Holmes once wrote a very entertaining 
article for the AW/antic Monthly (when it was a 
a magazine), entitled, ‘An Asylum for Aged 
and Decayed Punsters.’”? We wonder if the 
Hon. William M. Evarts ever read that article? 
If not, we would most respectfully advise him 
to do so at his earliest convenience. 





A VERY SAD CASE. 

There is said to be a boy in Reading, Pa.— 
a simple, unlettered peddler boy—who is the 
independent possessor of nineteen suits of 
clothes, twenty-four overcoats, thirty-three pairs 
of gloves, two hundred and forty shirts, and, 
like Old Grimes’s hen: 

Every day he wears two suits, 
And Sunday he wears three. 

It is a sad case —very sad—and it will not 
surprise us if, some fine morning, we read in the 
newspapers that this over-dressed youth has 
“ suicided,’”’ with some such explanatory note 
left behind for lamenting friends as: “ Tired of 
buttoning and unbuttoning.’’ Those whom the 
Goods love die young. 


HIS GUNNING. 

One cool, breezy morning, last week, the 
head of the Skidmore family arose from his 
breakfast, took his gun out of the closet and 
commenced to load it as fast as possible. 

“ Now, I don’t want you to hurt the dog. 
He isn’t mad,”’ chipped in his wife. 

“Tm not going to touch the dog,’’ he 
screamed back, as he put in an extra ounce of 
duckshot, and rammed it down as hard as he 
could, 

She watched him until he put the cap on, 
and then, in tones of great emotion, said: 

‘* Now, if you kill a tramp you’ll be hung,”’ 
and she wrung her hands and looked as startled 
as a cat grazed by a brick. 

‘*Who’s a-going after tramps ?’’ he said, con- 
temptuously: ‘‘ do you think I go gunning after 
men? If*you do, you are greatly mistaken. 
I’m just going out into the garden to shoot this 
straw hat.” 

She seemed greatly relieved. 




































































ret. KR. 








WANTS TO BE A STATE. 


‘Dee 














MR. REDPATH RECONSIDERS. 

Mr. James Redpath, sometime self-accredited 
ambassador to the Irish nation, rises to a point 
of order, for the purpose of making a personal 
explanation. He stands accused of having said 
that, once upon a time not very far remote, he 
met, at the Imperial Hotel in Dublin, the Very 
Rev. Petroleum V. Nasby, of ‘‘Confedrit X 
Roads’? fame, and that that clerical and 
convivial gentleman was drunk. Upon more 
mature and deliberate reflection, Mr. Red- 
path has concluded to modify that opinion, 
somewhat hastily formed, ‘There are so many 
stages of inebriation that a conscientious critic 
must guage his opinions with nice discrimin- 
ation. From “drunk as a lord,’’ ‘full as a 
goat,’’ ‘‘just paralyzed,’ any one of which 
conditions may be set down as the summum 
bonum or Ultima Thule of the professional 
toper’s ambition, down through the varied 
gradations of ‘three sheets in the wind,” “ half- 
seas-over,’’ ‘pretty full,’’? and the like, to the 
lighter and mcre airy walks of balmy rapture, 
the just observer should discriminate with the 
greatest care. 

Mr. Redpath now thinks that Nasby was not 
drunk, in the proper acceptation of the term; 
and yet he is equally sure he was not sober— 
somewhere between the two conditions, cer- 
tainly, but exactly and truthfully where he is 
unable honestly to say. 

The subje t is a difficult one to grasp in its 
broadest and most catholic sense, and we are 
sorry for our own inability to help the perplexed 
ancl somewhat bewildered Mr. Redpath out of 
his moral dilemma. Descriptive terms are arbi- 
trary. For instance: over in New Jersey they 
do not consider a man drunk who is still able 
to lie upon the grass without rolling off. ‘This 
is a local acceptation only, as to the justice of 
which, as a test,some people have their doubts, 
but none in New Jersey. On the other hand, 
among the frugal and fructifying yeomanry of 
the Old Bay (Rum) State, they say a man is 











ONE OF 'THE POPULATION OF DAKOTA ‘TAKING CENSUS OF THE REST. 


| drunk who simply smells his bibulous neighbor’s 


breath; and it is reported of one worthy citizen 
of Hull, Mass., that he could at almost any time 
effectually stop the town clock by simply breath- 
ing ‘‘into”’ it. Thus peoples as well as opinions 
differ. 

We think, upon the whole, that Mr, Redpath 
had better abide by his original proposition. 
Having said Nasby was drunk—stick and swear 
to it. It won’t make very much difference, 
anyhow. And Mr. R. is now so far in gore 
stepped in, returning were as tedious as to go on. 








PATIENCE POETRY. 


If you want a receipt for that popular mystery 
Known to the world as a Newark cashier, 

Take all the notorious people in history, 
Rattle them off as I rattle them here. 

The genius of Turpin a-throttling a stranger, 
The skill of Red Leary while cracking a bank, 

Politeness of James Brothers stripping a granger, 
The coolness of Boyton afloat in a tank; 

The cheek of a Welles asking points, which is mild, sir, 
Or Captain Kidd’s freedom a-roving the main, 

The goodness of Cowley while starving a child, sir, 
Bravado of Youngers in stopping a train; 

The chances that Tweed had when Boss of the city, 

Appearance of Sankey while singing a ditty, 

Reddy the Blacksmith, of whom we are rid, 

The Star Route conspirators, ** Billy The Kid.” 

Take of these elements all that is blamable, 

Melt them all down in * Hell’s Kitchen” inflammable, 

Set them to simmer and take off the scum, 

And a Newark cashier is the residuum. 





DALE. 








A 15-ball-pool young man, 

A just-out-of-school young man, 
A cigarette-smoking, 
Obnoxious, provoking, 

Pretend-to-be-sport young man. 





A bank cashier young man, 
A nothing to fear young man, 
A short and explicit, 
Two million deficit, 
“Which I’ve lent to my friends’’ young man. 























IT WOULD N’T WORK. 

**What makes you walk so straight, Johnny ?”’ 
asked a fond mother, the other day, as she saw 
her son making tracks for the door. 

Johnny was silent. 

‘‘Have you a stiff neck, sir?’ asked his 
mother, eyeing him sharply. 

And Johnny, seeing he was cornered, re- 
plied: 

“1 cannot tell a lie; it is a pumpkin-pie that 
I stole from the shelf hard by, and I intended 
to try to screen it under my jacket and escape 
your eye, and to eat it with the boys who lie in 
wait on the roadway nigh, with many an anx- 
ious sigh for the pie.’’ 

At this juncture, the pie dropped on the floor 
and spread like a scandal. 

Now, gentle reader, do you fancy his mother 
caught him in her arms and cried, and said she 
would rather have lim steal a thousand in- 
significant pies, and ruin seventy-five dollars’ 
worth of Axminster carpet than to tell a false- 
hood ? 

She did not; she reached for a broom, and 
fetched him one in the small of the back that 
doubled him twice and almost tied him in a 
bow-knot, and sent him flying through the door 
and off the stoop as though he was running for 
the first base. 

A little later, while rubbing himself against a 
shade-tree, he solemnly murmured to the va- 
grant winds: 

‘It may be right to go to Sunday-school and 
tell the truth, but after this I shall travel on the 
straight lie. Perhaps it’s better to be right 
than President, but I’d rather be wrong than 
have my back broken in four places by a 
broomstick.”’ 








Now THE dreamy woodland rose 
Sinketh softly to repose, 
And every one has visions bright of scarlet un- 
derclothes. 












































PUCK. 








THE NEXT THING IN ORDER.—A HINT TO SECRETARY FOLGER. 
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UNCLE SAM (40 new Secretary of Treasury):—* Now, let’s see what’s wrong in your box—I know there’s 
something rotten, judging by the little that’s leaked out!” 








ELECTION ECHOES. 


‘THE BALD EAGLE (OF WESTCHESTER). 
He clasps the sill with eager hands 
From where the neat step-ladder stands — 
Ranged at the transom, lo, he scans! 
A sorry sight his gaze appalls! 
He to his Half Breeds loudly calls, 
When, of a sudden, down he sprawls! 

BEGUM. 








THE MACVEAGH OF IT. 
“‘ He who fights and runs away, 
May live to fight another day:”’ 
But he who runs and doesn’t fight, 
Presents a very sorry sight! 





FLOWER DE LOOSE. 
Beautiful Flower! dwelling by still rivers 
Of undiscovered beer, 
Or where the shady gin-mill soft delivers 
Its alcoholic cheer, 


Thou laughest (in thy sleeve, as well thou 
mayest, ) 
At Astor and his clan, 
The while thy wily henchmen slyly slayest 
The Stalwart Conkling man. 


O Flower de Loose, blow on—there’s no use 
tryin’ 
‘To track thy wary feet! 
O Flower, M. C., go on—and make O’Brien 
The full reward that’s meet! 





POLITICAL STANZA (IN BLANK). 


Ratgkerskéve miereiscisie pratee eee Husted, 
ivetdbitemrekeienee mistrusted, 
fieeetenereeecee ..... disgusted, 
‘cmididbdnetinveheemede busted ! 


NotEe.—The intelligent reader can fill up 
this form to suit himself. 


LORD LOVEL SPINOLA. 
He strode and he strode till he reached election 
day — 
His shirt-top rising higher and higher— 
; And then he met the voting folks in hostile 
array, 
Who asked him at once to retire, ’ire, ’ire— 
Insisting that he should retire. 
[And he lit out.) 





| EHEU JUSTITIA!—IN RE NORTON. 

| Now is the measure of our discontent 

Made worse than winter by this Judge from 
Cork! 





_ SIC ITUR AD ASTOR. 
here was a nice young man lately home from 


Albany, 
In highjinks Senatorial pranks he led, led, 
led; 


With a pocket full of tin, 
He for Congress did wade in— 
When the voters put him in his little bed, 
bed, bed. 








‘WHEN DOCTORS DISAGREE.” 





If those events had not been made public, 
they might have occurred, but they could not 
have ¢éranspired, for this word—/ranspire, fo 
breathe ouf{—means simply ‘to communicate to 
the public.”’ 

—Bishop Clark, of Rhode Island, in N. Y. Ledger, 
Nov. 19th, 1881, gth page, 3rd column. 

But another contradiction follows, and break- 
fast is over before anybody knows what tran- 
spired when Mr. and Mrs, D. Seaver met the 
Smiths. 





Ledger, Nov. 19th, 1881, 4th page, 2nd column. 


POLITICAL POPS. 





OriGINAL HALF BREED—The mule. 





SOMETHING TOO OFFAL TO THINK OF— 
Washington Market. 





MANUFACTURING DiFFIcuLry — Making a 
mountain out of a Corkhill. 








| A Dive THAT Has BeEN Pretty WELL 
| BROKEN Up—The Khedive. 





| Casiner ADVICE To PRESIDENT ARTHUR— 
Let ’Boutwell enough alone. 





Joses’s COMFORTER (if he gets it) —'The clerk- 
ship of the New York Assembly. 





THIS 1s THE AGE OF INVESTIGATION.—The 
American Bible Society comes in for its turn, 
Next! 





SENSIBLE AT Lasr—Mr. Roscoe Conkling will 
| be a law unto himself and a lawyer unto others 
| hereafter. 








AUDRAN’s Latest OPERA, “The Grand Mo- 
gul,’’ does not treat of Mr. John Kelly, strange 
as it may seem. 








| 
| ‘TruTH at Last—aAll the latest reports con- 
| cerning French military movements in Tunis 
| are based on Sfax. 





New Artistic THEME FOR ‘‘ THE REPOSE IN 
, Ecypr’’—Actual Drawing of the International 


Court Bench and its occupants. 





CoincIDENCE ExXTRAORDINAIRE— The reports 


the pen of M. le Colonel Canard. 





| of French military movements in Tunis are from 
| 
{ 
| 


LACKING CONFIRMATION—The report that 
the remaining banks of Newark will import 
Egyptian mummies for directors. 





ABORIGINAL — As a grandfather, ‘‘ who is 
there (among the young women of the country) 
who will care for Logan now? Not one.”’ 





Op Port-u-GAL has been heard from—for 
the first time in many years. She has had a 
“‘ crisis,’ and is doing as well as could be ex- 
pected. 





SENATOR-X CONKLING has the ‘‘ malaria,’’ so 
it is reported. Malaria is a good name for it, 
and it seems somewhat contagious, withal, 
among the friends of that gentleman, including 
the eminent Celestial, ‘‘ Mee ‘Too.’ 





A “Pornr’’ too Mucu—The next man who 
attempts “‘ points’? on Mr, Jay Gould had bet- 
ter learn to box the stock-compass for himself. 
As an instrument for speculative navigation, 
J. G. is “‘ onsartin, mighty onsartin.”’ 





‘TELL us SOMETHING WE Don’t Know — 
By cable we are informed that Gambetta is at 
last Premier of France. So#/ But what we 
want to know, just now, is, when, since the 
establishment of the Republic, Gambetta was 
not Premier of France. Wherever this French 
MacGregor sits is the head of the table, to our 
thinking. 





Grant as AN Art CritIC—The Sworded 
Sphinx, writing to a Galena friend to forward 
some of his presents, says: ‘‘ You will find in 
the parlor two Clonsini (Cloisonné?) plaques, 
if you know what that means—I don’t—send 





them along also.” And yet there are persons 


—Rev. Fohn Hall, D.D., of New York, in N. Y.| who still persist in calling our ex-President an 


| ignorant man! BEGUM. 
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A FIEND. 


St. Joun, N. B., Nov. roth, 1881. 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

VANDALISM.—The station-agent at Anagance would 
be grateful for any information that would lead to the 
conviction of the person who maliciously cut a passen- 
ger’s trunk open on Saturday evening during his absence 
at singing school.— Country Exchange. 

A station-master, like all other men, 
Is wise to take a little recreation 
At times convenient; and when nine or ten 
Hours of the usual drudgery of his station 
Are faithfully put in, who'll blame him, then, 
If, for a little vocal cultivation, 
He leaves the cares of boxes, bags and barrels 
To cull Polymnia’s humble rustic laurels? 


A musically-modulated voice 
Is no bad thing in any station-master, 
Whether he warns the heedless country boys 
From off his track, and deprecates disaster, 
Or, with loud epithets not always choice, 
He calls his slow subordinates to move faster. 
Whether his eloquence be rough or stately, 
A well-tuned voice will help its efforts greatly. 


Then, doubly must we execrate the lout 
Who, slinking round in search of lawless booty, 
Takes the occasion when a man’s gone out 
Much less for private fun than public duty, 
The trustful traveler’s toggeries to ‘* spout,”* 
Then vanish zzcog., like the thorough brute he 
Most surely is. Oh, tale of grief and dole! 
That monster had no music in 47s soul. 
Poet ASTOR, 











Auswers Foy the Aurious, 


The pressure on our columns keeps a number “@8 
of ‘‘ Answers for the Anxious” standing over “0 
from week to week. Correspondents who are «. 
not promptly vitrioled will please possess <@ 
their souls in patience, and wait their turn. <@s 

HASELTINE.—She will carve a turkey. 

Crop.—Has it occurred to you, young man, that we 
have shut down finally and solid!y upon ‘See Worces- 
ter” rhymes? If it has not occurred to you yet, let it 
occur right here and now, with the force of a pile-driver. 

Lity May.—Sweet daisy, you bloom too late. You 
should have dawned on us in the early spring-time, when 
our hearts were attuned to tender thoughts. We doubt, 
though, if we should have been attuned enough to accept 
anything quite so dainty. We have sent your poem to be 
lulled to sleep in Death’s gentle arms. 

LorNE TENNIS.—It won’t do, Lorne Tennis, it won’t 
do. The theme is called in, and you have n’t got the 
metre right, and we ’re not feeling well ourselves, and the 
weather is more or less unsettled. We have n’t a doubt 
that you are a sweet girl, you know; your hand-writing 
testifies to that; but please don’t do that sort of thing. We 
shall love you ever so much better if you only won't. 

F. D. L.—We are glad to make your acquaintance. 
You send us a ‘‘ See Worcester” rhyme on ‘* Bordeaux”, 
and ‘‘reaux”, and ‘‘geaux”, and inform us that it is 
strictly original with you. If this is the case, you must 
be the author of all the fine old crusted jokes in our E. C. 
the London Punch. We shall be happy to extend to 
you any courtesies in our power, and shall take great 
pleasure in introducing you to a very genial and gloomy 
undertaker, who will try to make you feel at home. 

“‘U. BEITE.”—It is very kind anf considerate of you 
to tell us that for ‘‘ such poetry ” as you send us, there is 
no charge. We might have inferred something of the 
same thing, but would not have ventured to be too con- 
fident. We won’t impose on you, however. We will 
merely print two or three stanzas, and leave it to our 
readers to set up a statue to you. 

She looked into his great brown eyes 
He touched her lips with his 
Then, indeed, the maiden cries 
‘Oh! how sweet it is.” 
‘*Another, another,” the fair one cries, 
He complys with her request 
And in a murmur he replys 
‘*T will give you of my best.” 
So as sweet as sweet can be 
Her head upon his breast 
She pouts her ruby lips to see 
How well they can be pressed. 
The Daddy is always loafing round 
In places never wanted 
And thus it was that he found 
The couple where he sauntered. 
**U. BETTE.” 





*) To ‘spout’? means to ‘‘hock.’’ To “hock’’ means to 
“cut out,”’ &c., &c. See Brooklyn Eagle, passim. 





A. B.S., New Orleans.—We are sorry for you; but the 
laws of the Medes and Persians were changeable as 
weathercocks compared to the rules of this office. One of 
the principal rules is: 

#@ We cannot undertake to return Rejected Com- 
aa munications. We cannot undertake to send 
&@ postal cards to inquiring contributors. We 
az3- cannot undertake to pay attention tostamps 
aa or stampedenvelopes. We cannot undertake 
a@ to say this more than one hundred and fifty 
a@ times more. 








AN ORIGINAL ECONOMIST. 





THE HusBAND OF Mrs. MCSHANE, OF MCSHANR’S 
BOARDING HousE, TO HIGH-PRICED BUTCHER:—“ Buy 
it? No, sir, not much. I want to take a plaster cast of 
that turkey for the head of the table to-morrow. Do you 
think we’re going to fill up our boarders with real turkeys 
these hard times? No, sir/” 








REJECTED ADDRESSES. 


[VEW SERIES] 





To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

I see that in your last issue you ask for ** Rejected Con- 
tributions.” If the following is not sufficiently rejected 
already, it cannot be difficult for you to reject it a little 
more. Yours, 

SHAKSPERE W. SIMPSON. 
To A DANDELION. 
Oh, sweet yellow flower, harbinger of spring, 
Fondly I love thee, and will bring 
To thy mossy bed a gallant crew 
Of visitors, ere falls on thee the dew. 


Glorious precursor of a season’s course, 

’Tis sweet to gaze on thee, and see the source 
That gave thee birth, and noxious scent 
Which fills the air through every vent. 


On the road-side, on the square, and on the hill, 
Down by the river and rippling rill, 

Close by the fountain where frogs repose, 

Are among the places this flower grows. 


The bull-frog croaks in the stagnant lake, 

And his mellow notes o’er the stillness breaks (sic) ; 
But his duicet strains are naught to me, 

Compared to thy sweet melody. 


But—back to the subject from whence we came— 
We find the Dandelion now fostered and tame; 
No longer wild does it live in the glen, 

But safe in the gardens of husbandmen. 


Floral beauty! Well do I know thy use; 
Most excellent greens do thy leaves prodwce— 
Fit for a king, ay, a monarch great— 

Good for the Crown, the Church and the State. 


On some occasions this flower’s brought out 
From its resting-place by some lumb’ring lout, 
And, withered and dying, is thrown on the walk, 
Leaving naught behind but a worn-out stalk. 
S. W.S. 
I may, pezhaps, be partial, but I think that this slightly 
overlaps W. U. and his ‘* l’eacock’s Feather.”—[Puck, 
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AMUSEMENTS. 





The AMERICAN INSTITUTE Farr still rejoices in its 
machinery, Mr. Arbuckle and his cornet, and forms an 
attractive promenade. 

The veritable and original ‘* Patience,” at the STAND- 
ARD THEATRE, has more patronage than it knows what 
to do with, and it richly deserves it. 

Mr. Daly, of DAty’s THEATRE, is perhaps the hap- 
piest manager in New York. He has never produced a 
more successful piece than “‘ The Passing Regiment.” 

As a popular resort, there are few places in New York 
to compare with the METROPOLITAN CASINO. ‘ Les 
Cloches de Corneville” is at present the draught power. 

Some alterations have been made in the vagaries of 
the Hanlon-Lees, at Mr. Abbey’s PARK ‘THEATRE, but 
there is as much breakneck business and hanging on the 
eyelids about the performance as ever. 

Christmas is not very far off, and it will probably be 
Christmas of 1882 before we shall be able to announce 
that ‘¢ Esmeralda,” at the MADISON SQUARE THEATRE, 
is to be played for at least another year. 

Smith and Mestayer’s ‘ Tourists” are now at IIAVER- 
LY’s BROOKLYN THEATRE. This rollicking and tune- 
ful entertainment is as enjoyable as ever, Next week the 
Brooklynites are to be treated to ‘* Patience.” 

John McCullough’s friends—and they are numerous— 
flock to see him, at the FirrH AVENUE THEATRE, in 
*¢ Virginius.” At the Thanksgiving matinée, to-morrow, 
**Ingomar” will be trotted out for the benefit of an ad- 
miring public, 

The more the illustrious tragedian, Rossi, sees of 
America, the better he likes it, and the compliment is re- 
turned by our citizens, to say nothing of those of Canada 
—we beg pardon, we mean the subjects of [ler Majesty 
in that Paradisiac region. 

A new Lady Macbeth is always an acceptable novelty. 
There is to be one at the ACADEMY OF MusIC next 
month—Mrs. J. H. Hackett. The lady is said to have 
all the necessary qualifications for the character. The 
Thane’s wife will be awaited with interest. 

Mary Anderson and Fanny Davenport are having a 
gentle rivalry in the Quaker City this week. Mr. Llar- 
vier informs us that Miss Davenport wears the best 
clothes, and that Miss Anderson does the best business. 
Philadelphia has not been so stirred since the Centennial. 

At the ACADEMY oF Music, ‘** Lucia di Lammer- 
moor ” was performed on Monday evening last. ‘Tra- 
viata” is to be given to-night, and ‘*Carmen” on Fri- 
day. ‘ William Tell” is in preparation, and will shortly 
be produced. New scenery, costumes and appointments 
are promised. 

**Deacon Crankett,” at HAVERLY’s FOURTEENTH 
STREET THEATRE, is a truthfully-drawn picture, charac- 
teristic of certain phases in American life which are not 
familiar to the outsider, but which are interesting enough 
in their way. It seems to satisfy the fastidious taste of 
the large audiences at this particular temple of Haverly’s. 

Miss Blanche Roosevelt gave a grand concert at 
CHICKERING HALL, on Saturday evening last, assisted 
by Mrs. Florence Rice-Knox, Signor Lazarini, Mr. 
Charles Hasselbrink and Mr. Wm. R. Case. Miss Roose- 
velt won the hearts of all by her charming vocalization. 
Few artists among us have achieved such popularity in so 
short a time, 

Under the auspices of the Mayor’s Committee of Fifty, 
an operatic concert took place on Saturday night last, 
at STEINWAY HALL, for the benefit of the Michigan suf- 
ferers. Several members of Mr. Mapleson’s company 
took part in it, including Mile. Virginia Ferni, Signor 
Del Puente, Signor Galassi, and Mile. Vachot. Mr. 
Caryl Florio was the accompanyist. 

The ‘* Patience” at Boorn’s THEATRE, while by no 
means as finished a representation as that at the STAND- 
ARD, is sufficient to give those who can’t see the last- 
mentioned show a fairly good idea of the intentions of 
Messrs. Gilbert and Sullivan. The scenery, costumes, 
orchestra and chorus are good. Mr. McCollin is not a 
bad Bunthorn, and Mr. Hall is effective as the Co/one/. 
Something praiseful may also be said about Miss Rose 
Temple and Miss Jarbeau, who appeared as /udience 
and Lady Angela, respectively. 


The Town, which professes to ‘‘ view the manners of 
the town,” has been pretty well viewed by the town, 
which pronounces the second number as good as the first. 


SPECIAL NOTICE. 

The following numbers of Puck will be bought at this 
office, No. 21 & 23 Warren Street, at TEN CrNvs per 
copy: Nos. I, 2, 4, 5, 6, 9, 10, II, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 
17, 18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 24, 25, 26, 37, 38, 39, 49, 41, 42, 
43, 44, 47, 48, 50, 53, 56, 78, 79, 80, 82, 83, 86, 88, 94, 
96, 98, 105, 106, 107, 108, 114, 117, 121. 
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MACVEAGH, THE DESERTER. 





MADAM PASSES. 


She is fair and she is fat, 
She is forty, if a day, 
And the corner she is at 
Is of Park Place and Broadway. 





As she stems the muddy ocean— 
‘Though the hour is half-past ten— 
We of cause, taxation, motion, 
Stop and stare and stare again 


She’s a widow, as I guess, 
And, for all her air so prim, 

Has once breathed a fervent ‘* Yes” 
‘To some supplicating him. 


She’s a tablet to his name; 
She’s his hair within her locket; 
She’s his picture (ebon frame) ; 
She’s his proceeds in her pocket. 


She’s a Jersey cot—Queen Anne— 
And a chest of pills and jotions, 

Rugs and pugs, or black-and-tan, 
And a hand-book of devotions. 


She has passed—no more we stop, 
(Will they open our defaults ?) 
But. we hate that escort cop 
As we hate the men who waltz. 


Putting jolly boys in quod 
Isn’t nice work; yet we pray 
We were on the six-foot squad— 
Station: Park Place and Broadway. 
A. E, WAtTROUS. 








MARRIED MISERIES. 





WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR PuCK, BY ARTHUR LOT. 





No. XITX.— Our Cats. 


A cat is a useful animal. ‘That is a propo- 
sition which is as easily proved as the simplest 
theorem in Euclid; it is a sort of universal 
proposition which is known to every human be- 
ing; in fact, a friend of mine, who is a school- 
master, informs me that all the compositions 
on cats which are handed in to him begin by 
stating that the cat is a useful animal. There 
are certain corollaries which spring out of that 
proposition which are quite as true as the state- 
ment from which they are derived. Let us be 
logical, if we die in the effort. Granted that 
a cat is a useful animal: then it is clear to any 
person of ordinary understanding that a cat is 
useful only for certain things. For instance, 
for stealing the fish you have carefully put aside 
for breakfast, for guzzling your milk and for 
scratching your children; for such things a cat 
is unquestionably useful. But it is equally clear 
that, for certain other things, a cat is a useless 
animal; for example, she is perfectly useless 





when she confines the efforts of her genius to 
meowing and caterwauling. 

I must frankly admit that there are certain 
musical notes to which my ear is not attuned; 
I sometimes do not appreciate the music of the 
future or the music drawn from catgut, and I 
never appreciate that drawn from cats’ throats. 


It has, nevertheless, ofttimes struck me that it | 


must be rarticularly pleasant to be a distin- 
guished person, such as a brigadier-general of 
the Home Guards, or the colonel of a colored 
militia-regiment, or the president of some ward 
political association, named after some distin- 
guished statesman like a sheriff or commissioner 
of a department, or something of that sort; be- 
cause then a big band will often blow, through 
brass instruments, dulcet strains flavored with 
lager and garlic, for hours before your door. 
Then you step out on the piazza or front stoop 
and deliver an impromptu speech (which some 
clever fellow has written for you), always call- 
ing the performers upon the various specimens 
of twisted brass, fellow-citizens. ‘That must be 
delightful; but, if some of the distinguished 
gentlemen who have passed successfully through 
that performance should be treated to a dose of 
my nightly serenade, music would have no 
charms for them. ‘They would soon be con- 
vinced that the famed power of music to bust 
a rock or split a cabbage is a myth, 

Every night, six noble and majestic-looking 
cats, of the Thomas persuasion and otherwise, 
were accustomed to plant themselves on our 
back fence, and for hours to keep up a mourn- 
ful concert, which once in a while broke into 
a jubilant one, when they were joined by a 
new recruit. I’m convinged that the Italian 
opera sprang from a cat concert, or perhaps it 
was wice versa, I’m inclined, however, to stand 
by the first proposition. Some man of genius, 
I think, heard a cat concert, and resolved to 
make a human concert of the same kind. 

The band which usually performed beneath 
my window was an artistic one. They gene- 


rally opened the evening’s amusement with a | 


concerted piece, then would follow solos, duets, 
fugues, trios, and grand choruses. I suppose 
that those cats had very faint intentions of 
amusing or disturbing me, and that they really 
designed to induce our tabby to desert her 
quarters in the house, and to go on a deuce of 
a spree with them. 
I detected in one of their choruses a tune to 
which the following words, at that moment, 
fitted themselves in my inind: 
«Old Lot’s cat, ain’t you coming out to-night— 
Coming out to-night, 
Coming out to-night— 
Old Lot’s cat, ain’t you coming out to-night, 
To dance by the light of the moon ?” 


I thought, one night, that | 


Of course, I may have been mistaken, and 
they may not have been thus disrespectfully 
taking my name in vain; but I was so enraged 
at the supposed insult, that I opened the win- 
dow and threw the soap-dish at the cats, Un- 
fortunately, that useful article went over their 
heads, and buried itself in a neighbor’s grass- 
plat. The cats, apparently undisturbed by my 
saponaceous remonstrance, went on with their 
chorus: 

** Old Lot’s cat had a hole in her stocking— 
Hole in her stocking, 
Hole in her stocking— 
Old Lot’s cat had a hole in her stocking, 
The prettiest cat in the room.” 


Then I threw my boot at them, and, though 
it did not hit any of them, it struck the fence 
above their head.. That frightened them, and 
they, giving one farewell howl, departed, 1 
slept peacefully till morning. When, however, 
I had hunted up my boot in the back yard, I 
found that I had knocked every vestige of heel 
off of my favorite foot-covering, and that the 
boot generally was a wreck. 
| As banging my boots against a back fence 
| bade fair to be a rather expensive method of 
| getting rid of cats, I resolved to study out some 

other plan. I confided my sorrows to Blake, 
| who advised me to purchase one of those patent 
| noiseless guns, which had lately been patented 
| and become a cat-murderer. I purchased one 
of those guns, loaded it carefully, and placed it 
in my bedroom. The cats do not annoy Mrs, 
Lot; she is a very vigorous sleeper, and, I be- 
lieve, would sleep on calmly even if a full brass 
band had borrowed her ear for a few consecu- 
tive minutes and were making the best use they 
could of the minutes. About eleven o’clock 
I glanced out of the window. ‘There were the 
six serenaders arranging themselves for the 
concert; they placed themselves in position; 
every cat sat on every cat’s tail, and then they 
tuned their voices until they all caught the 
proper note. As soon as they had accomplished 
that somewhat difficult matter, the serenaders 
burst at once into the opening chorus. I raised 
the window gently, aimed carefully at a par- 
ticularly fine animal that seemed to be the 
leader, and fired. With one screech the leader 
dropped into the back yard; the rest fled, 
scampered off and finished that evening’s per- 
formance, if they finished it at all, on some one 
else’s woodshed. Iam inclined to think, how- 
ever, that I had interfered with the programme 
so seriously that the concert must have been 
adjourned; it was their favorite baritone that 1 
had laid lew. I leaned out to see if I could dis- 
cern the game which I had brought down, 
when I felt something tugging at me. I sprang 
in, half frightened, thinking that it might be 
the ghost of that murdered cat; but it was only 
Mrs. Lot, who was pulling at the caudal ap- 
pendage of my robe de nuit. 

“What do you mean,”’ inquired she: “ by 
| hanging out of the window at this time-of 
night ?”’ 

*‘T was only shooting cats, my dear,’’ re- 
plied 1. 

‘*A nice amusement for a grown man. You 
| had better shoot into bed, and let the cats 
alone.’’ 

As the cats had retired, and as quiet once 
more reigned, I had no objection to that pro- 
position, so we retired and slept peacefully till 
morning. 

In the morning we examined the body and 
| found that it was a large yellow cat, which, in 
its lifetime, had belonged to an oid maid who 
lived in the corner house. I dropped a tear 
| for the defunct feiine, buried it carefully at the 
| roots of our grapevine, and h ped for peace. 

While I was smoking my cigar that evening, 
the servant ushered in a lady who had inquired 
| forme. It was the old maid who lived in the 
' corner house. I was a little confused at first. 





















































but I resolved to put a bold face on and brave 
the affair out. 

‘Mr. Lot, I presume ?”’ said she. 

‘I am that individual; but pray be seated, 
madame.”’ 

‘Oh, sir,’’ said she: ‘I have lost my Fido, 
my beloved Fido! A young man told me that 
you shot my lovely cat.’’ 

“‘T, madame ?”’ exclaimed I, in a tone of sur- 
prise. 

“Yes; but oh, sir, say that you have not!”’ 





“IT shoot a cat, madame? I scorn the in- 
sinuation!”’ 

I saw at once that Blake had put his finger in | 
this pie, and, as I did not know how far he had 
gone, I was compelled to tread carefully. 

“‘Are you sure, sir? Oh, say that you are 
sure!’’ besought she. 

‘Was it a she-cat, madame ?”’ inquired I. 

‘* A what, sir ?”’ 

‘‘Was it of the feminine or masculine per- 
suasion ?”’ 

“«Oh, it was a Thomas-cat, sir.’’ 

‘* Was it yellow, and did it have a long tail ?”’ 

‘*Oh yes, sir. Have you seen my beloved 
Fido ?”’ 

‘| have seen it, madame, running around our 
yard and making free with our cats. It wasa 
lovely animal, madame; a cat that I admired. 
Do you think, madame, that I would slaughter 
a cat that I admire? Do I look like a cat 
murderer ?”” 

I threw out my breast, planted my foot firmly, 
and assumed my most moral and virtuous look. 

‘Oh no, you do not, and my cat has been 
stolen. Support me, sir!”’ 

She flung herself into my arms in what I sup- 
pose must have been a cataleptic fit. Just at 
that moment Mrs. Lot opened the door, glanced 
in, and seeing my interesting predicament, re- 
tired. Mrs. Lot is a very discreet woman, very 
discreet, indeed. I consoled my burden as well 
as I could under the circumstances, and hurried 
her out of the house. I experienced consider- 
able difficulty in explaining how it was that a 
woman who came to our house to find a cat 
should have imagined that the proper way to 
find it was to reston my manly bosom. But 
Mrs. Lot, after all, has great confidence in me, 
and she finally believed my story. 

I did really hope that the mysterious disap- 
pearance of their leader would prevent that 
band from again attending at my residence; 
but at eleven o’clock I glanced out of the win- 
dow, and there were my cats arranging them- 
selves for the concert. They had picked up a 
new baritone and were again six innumber. I | 
eudured the performances like a martyr for fif- 
teen minutes, ‘Then I rose from my bed, opened 
the window and dropped another cat; the rest 
scampered as before. I had picked out the 
tenor on this occasion. 

“Ah,’’ said I to-myself: ‘I have fixed you 
this time. You can find any quantity of bari- 
tones, but tenors are not to be picked up just 
when you want them.”’ 

On the following evening I waited for eleven 
o’clock with impatience. Can you believe 
that, as I looked out of my window, I saw six | 
cats range themselves forthe concert? Whether | 
you believe it or not, it is a fact. ‘They had 
found a new tenor, and, though his voice was a 
little husky, he was still almost equal to the 
former one. I picked out the soprano, on this 
occasion. 

Of course this performance could not go on 
forever. 1 could not continue—* it might be 
for years and it might be forever’’—to drop 
cats in the evening and make a burying-ground 
of my back yard in the morning. Some less | 
troublesome method I resolved to find, so I | 
suggested to Mrs, Lot that we should get rid of 
our cat. Of course she would not listen to that 
suggestion. Isaid no more on that subject, but 





I reflected, and the result of my cogitations 


was that early one morning I rose from my 
bed, took a quiet little walk with that cat in a 
bag down to the Harlem River, tied that cat to 
a little stone ark, and set the ark and cat afloat. 
Incredible as it may seem, that stone made a 
bee-line for the bottom of the river, and the cat 
had become so attached to it that she actually 
went down with it. Mrs, Lot made a row, of 
course; but then I reflected that if she had not 
made a row about the cat she would have made 
one about something else, and therefore I took 
her scolding good-naturedly. How my sere- 
naders found out that my cat had departed | 
can’t imagine. She certainly had not time to 
send them invitations to her funeral; her taking- 
off was too sudden for that. Still, as the cat 
concerts ceased, I don’t know that I care much 
about the method in which she found out that 
she had disappeared. 








FIRST LESSONS. 


Is this an Ass? No, this is the Editor of a 
paper at Central City. Oh, what a Mistake ? 
No, my Child, the Mistake was a Natural one. 
You would not insult an Ass, Would You ? 

See the Wasp. He has pretty yellow Stripes 
around his Body, and a Darning Needle in his 
Tail. If You Will Pat the Wasp upon the ‘Tail 
we will Give You a Nice Picture Book. 


Is this not a Mule? ‘Tickle his Heel and See. | 


Yes, it isa Mule. You had better Send for a 
Doctor anda Minister. If it had been a Piano 
instead of a Mule, you would not Have to 
Wear yourself in a Sling for the next Six 
Months. Do you wish it had Been a Piano? 

This picture is of an Editor Sneaking down 
an Alley. ‘The Man on the Sidewalk is a Jew- 
eler, The Editor Owes him Eight Thousand 
Dollars for Diamonds, That is Why the Editor 
sneaks down the Alley, instead of Meeting the 
Jeweler. Would you Like to be an Editor and 
Sneak down an Alley? ‘ 

Who is the Man? ‘The Man is Admiral 
McLean, and he is getting Ready to Sing. Can 
the Admiral Sing? Those who have heard 
him Say he Can Not. Has he ever Sung a 
Song Thrcugh? Nobody can tell. Why can 
Nobody ‘Tell? Because every Body walks 
Away when he Begins for to Sing.—Denver 
Tribune. 
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A GENTLEMAN who was inspecting a house in 
the most fashionable part of Austin, complained 
that the location was too dull and lonesome— 
that there was no life. 

“It may seem a little dull now,’’ responded 
the owner of the house: ‘‘ but you wait till the 
first of the month, when the grocers and butchers 
are trying to collect their bills, and you will 
think there is a fair or a circus out in this part 
of town. I know it is a little dull during the 
day. ‘That’s the way it is in all fashionable lo- 
calities; but just wait till about twelve o’ clock 
at night, when these high-toned roosters come 
home drunk, and pound on their front doors 
and whoop.’’—TZexas Siftings. 

“*Yes,’’ said Clare: ‘* your Maltese kitty is 
pretty enough, but he can never come up to 
my bird.’? That was all she knew about it. 


| The kitty did come up to her bird that very 





| day, and it was all day with the bird.—ZBos/on 


Transcript. 

Ir is carrying things a little too far when a 
bald-headed man attempts to cover the top of 
his head with hair grown away down on the 
side of his neck.— Boston Times, 


A HAPPY FAMILY. 
Pulled from the breast, squeezed from the bottle, 
Stomachs will sour and milk will curdle; 
Baby hallelujah all that night, 
Household bumping heads in awful fright. 
Don’t deny, ’twas thus with Victoria, 
Night was hideous without CASToRIA; 
When colic left; for peaceful slumber, 
All said their prayers and slept like thunder. 








| All Politicians should read: 


“© LENOX LENOX, M. C.” 





A Story OF A RECENT ELECTION, 





Written by ARTHUR Lor. | Complete in One Number, 


See Fiction No. 13. Single Copy, Ten Cents, 





The following numbers of Puck: will be bought at this 
office, No. 21 & 23 Warren Street, at TEN CENTS per 
copy: Nos. 1, 2, 4, 5, 6, 9, 10, II, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 
17, 18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 24, 25, 26, 37, 38, 39, 40, 41, 42, 
435 44, 47, 48, 50, 53, 56, 78, 79, 80, 82, 83, 86, 88, 94, 
96, 98, 105, 106, 107, 108, 114, 117, 121. 


READ’S GRAND DUCHESS COLOGNE. 


|; MADE OF OTTO OF ROSES AND FRENCH FLOWERS. 





Sold by all Druggists at 25 cents and $1.00 a bottle. 
Wo. H. ReEAp, Baltimore & Light Sts., Baltimore, Md. 
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A WINDY DAY IN THE BOWE 
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HEN troubled by 


Sleeplessnes 


Try a hot drink when going 
to bed made of the Genuine 
Brown’s Ginger, a teaspoon- 
ful or so, and some boiling 
water, sweetened to the 
taste. In nine cases out of 
ten it will act like a charm. 
It only costs 50 Cents to 
test it. Try it. Insist on 
the GENUINE BROWN’S 
CINCER, made in Phila- 
delphia for more than 50 
years by 


Frederick Brown, 
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NEW YORK SEGARS. 


MADE of PURE TOBACCO. 
For Sale by all First-class Dealers. 





$777: Year and sprees to agents. Outfit free. Address, 
P. O. VICKERY, Augusta, Me. 


PUCK. 





IRWIN’S ROMANCE. 

“Do you love music ?”’ she asked. 

‘¢ Passionately,”’ replied Irwin: ‘‘ I can whistle 
‘The Skids are Out To-day’ perfectly, and I 
never heard it before last week.”’ 

“How quite!’’ said Myrtle. 

‘* Altogether too too,’’ was the answer, in 
low, soft tones that made the girl feel instantly 
that he loved her. 

“ They tell me you are very wicked, Mr. Mul- 
lican,’? said Myrtle, as the sound of a Strauss 
waltz floated in from the ball-room: ‘‘Is it so?”’ 

‘Well, I have always tried to keep up with 
the procession,’’ was his answer: ‘I suppose 
you hate me for that ?”’ 

“Oh, no,”’ responded the girl, quickly: “It 
is the namby pamby men that are distasteful to 
me. I like a man whose blood runs wine, not 
water.’’ 

Irwin did not answer. ‘‘If she had said sour 
mash instead of wine,’? he murmured to him- 
self: “I could have a front seat in her affec- 
tions,”’ 

“Do you like Gladstone ?’’ she asked, sud- 
denly. 

“No,” said Irwin: ‘I lost eighty dollars on 
him yesterday. He was beaten in a mile dash 
at the fair grounds,”’ 

“ Can I ever love this man ?’’ asked Myrtle 
of herself as they parted that night: ‘‘ Can I give 
my soul to one who doesn’t know the great 
statesman from a three-year-old colt ?”’ 

* a" * 

Two weeks later they were betrothed.— 

Rochester Express. 





THe MininGc Recorv, of New York, is entirely devoted to 
Mining, especially of Gold and Silver. It contains the latest 
reports from all the mining districts, and an exhaustive review of 
the Mining Stock Markets. A. BR. Chisolm, proprietor, No. 61 
Broadway, New York. Sample Copies free. 





Every Commercial Traveler Should Read: 
‘“*‘GREEK MEETS GREEK.” 
A Complete Story. By ERNEST HARVIER. 


See Fiction No. 13. Price 10 Cents. 





The most efficacious stimulants to excite the appetite ar, 
Angostura Bitters, prepared by Doctor J. G. B. Siegert & 
Sons. Beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for 
the genuire article. 








HEISS’ CONCERTS, 14th ST., NEAR 6th AVE. 
EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 


I 
$5 to $20 s.20 tees ee BE 








Enoch Morgan's Sons’ 


SAPOLIO 


Is BETTER and CHEAPER than SOAP— 


FOR CLEANING AND POLISHING 
ALL HOUSEHOLD WARES. 


ONE CAKE WILL DO MORE WORK THAN THREE 
PACKAGES OF ANY OTHER SCOURING SOAP. 





—BEWARE of goods claimed to be as good as 


SAPOLIO. 


All of them are Imitations 





Established 1838. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


Importers, Manufacturers and Dealers in 
Watche-, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Solid Silver & Plated Wares, 

363 CANAL STREET, 
Bet.S.s5th Ave. & Wooster St., New York 


Bargains in every department. 
amevtenn Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 
Solid 14 k. Gold American Stem Winder, $50. 
Diamond Studs, $10 and upwards. Wedding 

€S, $3and upwards. Th ‘argestassortmentof 
<S Jewelry at lowest prices. Repairing of every de- 

scription — executed. Goods sent C. 0. D to 
any part of the U.S. New Dlustrated Price List. 
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THE GREAT 


win EWEDY 
RHEUMATISM, 


Neuralgia, Sciatica, Lumbago, 


Backache, Soreness of the Chest, Gout, 
Quinsy, Sore Throat, Swellings and 
Sprains, Burns and Scalds, 
General Bodily Pains, 


Tooth, Ear and Headache, Frosted Feet 
and Ears, and all other Pains 
and Aches. 


No peapesstion on earth equals St. Jacogs O11 as 
a safe, sure, simple and cheap External Remedy. 

a tdat entails but the comparatively trifling outlay 
ar 50 Cents, and every one suffering with pain 
can have cheap and positive proof of its claims, 


Directions in Eleven Languages. 


SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS AND DEALERS IN 
MEDICINE. 


A.VOGELER & CO., 


Baltimore, Md., U. 8S. A. 


THE ORGUINETTE 












Is THE MOST WONDERFUL MUSIC. — IN 
STRUMENT IN THE WO 


IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 


IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS! 


Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and Reed Organs may all be seen 
operating mechanically as Orguir ettes, Musical Cabinets, and 
Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world, 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sts. NEW YORK. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co. 


Sole Manufacturers and Patentees, a> Send for Circular 


GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 
BAKER’S 


breakfast Cocoa. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess 
of oil has been removed. Itis a 
delicious drink, nourishing and 
strengthening; casily digested; 
admirably adapted for invalids 
as well as persons in health, 

Sold by Grocers everywhere. 
W. BAKER &CO., 


Dorchester, Mass. 











Plumber and Practical 
Sanitary Engineer, 
10th anan a cor. 151st St., N.Y. 


THOS. 
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NEW YORK, 1882. 








The Sun for 1882 will make its fifteenth annual revolution under 
the present g t, shining, as always, forall, big and little, 
mean and gracious, contented yor unhappy, Republican and 
Democratic, depraved and virtuous, intelligent and obtuse. THE 
Sun’s light is for mankind and womankind of every sort; but its 
genial warmth is for the good, while it pours hot discomfort on 
the blistering backs of the persistently wicked. 

Tue Sun of 1868 was a newspaper ofa new kind. It discarded 
many of the forms, and a multitude of the superfluous words and 
phrases of ancient journalism. It undertook to report in a fresh, 
succinct, unconventional way all the news of the world, omitting 
no event of human interest, and | commenging upon affairs with the 
fearlessness of ab e. Thess iccess of this experi- 
ment was the success of Tue Sun. Iteffected a permanent change 
in the style of American newspapers. Every important journal 
established in this country in the dozen years past has been 
modeled after THe Sun. Every important journal already existing 
has been modified and bettered by the force of THe Sun’s example. 

Tue Sun of 1882 will be the same outspoken, truth-telling, and 
interesting newspaper. 

By a liberal use of the means which an abundant prosperity 
affords, we shall make it better than ever before. 

We shall print all the news. putting it into readable shape, and 
measuring its importance, not by the tradition «l yardst’ck, but by 
its real interest to the people. Distance from Printing House 
Square is not the first consideration with 1He Sus. Whenever 
anything 5 ns worth reporting we get the particulars, whether 
it happens in Brooklyn or Bokhara. 

In politics we have decided opinions; and are accustomed to 
express them in language that can be understood. We say what 
we think about men all queue. That habit is the only secret of 
‘Tue Sun’s political course. 

Tue WesK Ly Sun gathers into eight pages the best matter of 
the seven daily issues. An Agricultural Department of unequalled 
merit, full market reports and a liberal proportion of literary, 
scientific and domestic intelligence complete TH& Wegkty Sun, 
and make it the best newspaper for the farmer’s household that 
was ever printed. 

Who does not know and read and like THe Sunpay Sun, each 
number of which is a Golconda of interesting literature, with the 
best poetry of the day, prose, every | ne worth reading, news 
humor—matter enough .to fill a good-sized book, and infinitel, 
more varied and ent rtaining than any book, big or little ? 

If our idea of what a newspaper should ‘be pleases you, send 
for THe Sun. 

Our terms are as follows: 

For the daily Sun, a four-page sheet of twenty-eight columns, 
the price by mail, post paid, is 55 cents a month, or $6.50 a 
year; or, including the Sunday paper, an eight-page ‘sheet of fifty- 
six c:Jumns, the price is 63 cents per month, or $7.70 a year 
postags paid. 

The Sunday edition of Tue Sun is also furnished separately at 
$1.20 a year, postage paid. 

The price cf the WageKty Sun, eight pages, fifty-six columns, 
is ®1 a year, postage paid. For clubs of ten sending $10 we 


send an extra copy free. 
Address I. W. ENGLAND, 
Publisher of THe Sun, New York City. 
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Shot Bano 


‘BEAD EDGE’ 
+CUFFS: 
ALWAYS GIVE 
SATISFACTION 
THE BEST MADE "| 


KEEPS SHIRTS. 
ALWAYS THE BEST. 
KEEP’S PATENT PARTLY-MADE SHIRTS, 


6 for $6; sooty finished. 
KEEP’S PERFECT FITTING CUSTOM 
SHIRTS, 6 for $9, to measure. 
PERFECT SATISFACTION GUARANTZED. 


FALL UNDERWEAR. 
White and Scarlet Knit all wool and Flannel, at lowest cash 
prices, viz: 55C., 75C., 90C., $1.20, $1.35 and upwards 


SCARFS AND NECKWEAR 
In all the Leading Novelties and Latest Styles. 
COLLARS, CUFFS, JEWELRY, ee 
GLOVES and UMBRELLAS 


Execep Manufacturing Co., 
412 TREMONT STREET, BOSTON. 
341 Fulton Street, Brooklyn, 
637 & 1193 BROADWAY. 


WM. NEELY. 


BOOTS ,ASSHOES 


348 Bowery, Cor. Great Jones St. 
WHOLESALE HOUSE, CORNER CHURCH AND DUANE STREETS. 
A full line of E. C. Burt’s Fine Shoes. 


ps- All Goods marked in Plain Figures. -GX 
Fall and Winter Styles Now Ready. 
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“ Au! I saw you take a pull out of that bot- 
tle,’’ said an Austin gentleman to the little son 
of a Prohibitionist, which boy was staggering 
under the weight of a large bottle of whiskey. 

“TI don’t care if you did,’ responded the 
boy: ‘the less there is in the bottle, the longer 
it takes dad to get tight. He licks me as soon 
as he gets tight, so I want to have my trial put 
off as long as possible. I’m in no hurry for my 
licking,’’ and he took another hearty pull at the 
bottle-—Zexas Siftings. 

SoME men rather wear a large cameo ring on 
their third finger than stockings on their feet.— 
Rochester Express. 





If you have any skin diseases or diseases of the hair or 
scalp, any itching or discolorations, sun-burns, freckles, 
pimples, rough or dry harsh skin, you have in Dr. C. W. 
Benson’s Skin Cure, a sure, perfect and elegant remedy. 


Sold by all druggists 





« AMONG THE BARONS.” 
A Complete Short Story. See Ficrion No. 13. 


Send one, two, three or five dol- 
lars for a retail box, by express, of 
the best Candies in the World, put up 
in handsome boxes. All strictly pure. 
Suitable for presents. Try it once. 


Address, Cc. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 


JON ES’ 


ILLUSTRATED QUARTERLY 


BAZAR, 


Price, postage paid, 15c. per number. 5c. a year, 











Issued December I, 1881. 
STORIES BY EMINENT AUTHORS, 
POEMS AND ART ARTICLES, 
HOME DECORATIONS 
ATTLE FOL KS’ FRIEND, 
HOUSEHOLD AND COOKING RECIPES 
FASHIONS FOR THE WINTER. 


Special inducement with this number. 
SEND FOR TERMS AND PREMIUM LIST, 


Published by 0. JONES, 
175 Eighth Ave., New York. 








A REMARKABLE offering of Black 
DRESS VELVET is being made now 
by JAMES McCREERY & CO. 

A superior quality 26 inches wide, 
that formerly sold for $3.50 a yard, has 
been MARKED DOWN to $2.50. 

A line of Colored Velvets has also 
been reduced from $3 a yard to the 
extremely low price of $1.50 a yard. 
The latter are 19 inches wide. 

Such BARGAINS are rarely found at 
this season of the year. 


JAMES McCREERY & CO., 
Broadway & Eleventh St., 
NEW YORK. 











COLUMBIA BICYCLE. 


This easy-running, staunch and durable road 
ster is the favorite with riders, its superiority 
in beauty, structure and finish being acknow- 
ledged by all; itis confidently guaranteed as the 
best value for the money attained ina Bicycle. 
» Send 3c. stamp for 24-page Catalogue, contain- 

ing price-list and full information. 
THE POPE MW’F’G CO., 





DECKER 


BROTHERS»? 


PIANOS, 


33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 








BITTERS. 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 
An excellent appetizing tonic of 
A exquisite flavor, now ured over 
the whole world, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague. 
and ali disorders of the Digestive 
Organs. <A few drops impart a 
delicious flavor to a glass of cham- 
agne, and to all summer drinks. 
‘ry it. but beware of counterfeits. 
Ask your grocer or druggist for 
the genuine article, manufactured 
ie DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & 


J. W. HANCOX, Sole Ag’t 


AncosTURS BITTER 5 y Broadway,N. Y. 








Established 1840. 


JONES. 


WINTER FASHIONS NOW OPEN, 
LADIES’ AND CHILDREN’S COSTUMES, 
WRAPS, CLOAKS, AND FURS, 
IMPORTED AND DOMESTIC. 
NEWEST STYLES. 





SILKS AND SATINS. * SUITS AND CLOAKS. 


DRESS GOODS. - th 
MILLINERY. * 
* 


BOYS’ SUITS 
FANCY GOODS, 
DOMESTICS. bapa elaaamee 


LINENS. LACES 


,* JONES *, 


Eighth Avenue _ Bighth Avenue “* 
Nineteenth Street. “Nineteenth Street. 











* 
*, JONES _ 
SHOES a MM curcery. 


UPHOLSTERY, 3 ( ROL KERY 





* a 
& * : Bona 
ae e REFRIGERATORS, 


FURNITURE, 
LACK CURTAINS. 
CARPETS, RUGS, ETC. - Housr Furnisuing Goons, 


Out-of-town residents are specially invited to give their attention 
to our new designs. 
SPECIAL INDUCEMENTS THIS SEASON 





Mail Orders receive unusually prompt at. 
tention, and extra care will be used that per- 
fect satisfaction is obtained, 


NICOLL The Tailor, 


620 BROADWAY, 
And Nos. 139 to 151 Bowery, New York. 





Pants to order...... ... $4 to $10. 
Suits to order......0....... $15to $40. 
Winter Overcoats, from $15 up. 
Samples with instructions for SELF-MEASUREMENT sent free to 


every part of the United States. Branch stores in all principal cities, 








575 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 





“JOST OUT.” 


BOOK OF INSTRUCTION 
IN THE USE OF 


INDIAN CLUBS, 
DUMB-BELLS, 


And other exercises. Also in the Games of 


QUOITS, ARCHERY, ETC. 
Fully iustrated, bound in cloth. te ce 25 
ents. SENT TO ANY PART OF THE U. 8. 
NTHE RECEIPT OF 30c POSTAGE STAMPS 

M. BORNSTEIN, Publisher, 

15 Ann St. New York. 
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No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 
No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 


[=> STYLES ARE CORRECT !! 


KANOX, 


THE BATTER’S 


WORLD RENOWNED 


ENGLISH HATS, 
“Martin’s” Umbrellas. 
“DENTS” GLOVES. 
Foreign Novelties. 


QUALITY — THE BEST !! en 


Agents for the sale of these remarkable EE _ AQ "¥"&% can be found in every city in the U. S. 


All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. None genuine without the trademark. 





MARCHAND ’S 


OmRISOoOLIWN &, 


Or BLONDE HAIR WASH. 





We guarantee this preparation to be 
free from all objectionable qualities 


By its use, after a few applications, the Hair acquires that 
beautiful Sunny Hue or Blonde color so universally sought after 
and admired. CRISOLINE, by its m'‘ld stimulating action pro- 
motes the growth of the Hair, ond its strengthening qualities ar- 
rest any tendency to falling off. 

MARCHAND’S PHYLODONT TOOTH WASH, 
For Cleansing and Preserving the ‘Teeth, Strengthening the Gums, 
and imparting a sweet fragrance to the breath. Sold everywhere, 
and Wholesale and Retail by the agents, 
DELLUC & CO., 635 Broadway, N. Y., 
Importing and Dispensing French Chemists. 

The choicest assortment in the city of FINE IMPORTED 

TOILET ARTICLES. Circulars mailed free. 








STERBROOK’S PENS) 


All Stationers have them. 








The Celebrated Livermore Stylographic Pen. 
$1.50. Cut rates for 60days. Quality warranted. Send money 
with order. If not satisfactory money refunded. 

STYLOGRAPHIC PEN CoO., 
173 Broadway, N. Y. 








POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted superior 
to all others, and sold at low prices and on easy terms. 

Good second-hand tables always on hand. 
WAREROOMS, 726 BROADWAY. NEW YORK. 





PRINCIPAL DEPOT OF 


EUROPEAN MINERAL WATERS. 


Apollinaris, Hunyadi, Carlsbad, Ems, Friedrichshall, 
Gieshiibler, Homburg, Kronthal, Kissingen, Marienbad, Piillna- 
Schwalbach, Selters, Taunus, Vichy, Birmensdorf, Wilhems- 
guelle, and fifty others. 

DEPOT FOR ALL AMERICAN WATERS. 

Bottlers of R1inGLeR’s New York, Cincinnati, Toledo and Mil- 
waukee Beer. Agents for 

GEBRUEDER HOEHL, Geisenheim. Rhine Wines, 

TH. LAMARQUE & CO., Bordeaux. Clarets. 

CUBOIS FRERE & CAGNION, Cognac. Brandies. 

P. SCHERER & CO., 
48 Barclay Street, New York. 





Anhetser-Busth Brewing, Assoc D. 


ST. LOUIS, Mo. 


We are now receiving daily shipments of this Brewery’s cele- 


brated Beer, which is finding so much favor at the Metropolitan 


Concert Hall, and in all places where it is sold. Dealers who 


wish to keep it will please apply to 


A.C. L. & 0. MEYER, Sole Agents, 
49 Broad Street 


NEW YORK. 





can now grasp a fortume. Address 
AG N RIDEOUT & CO., 10 Barclay St., N. Y. 





A SMALL boy testified in an Austin justice’s 
court that the affray took place on Sunday. 

‘* How do you know it was Sunday ?”’ 

‘* Because that day I had to go to the back 
door of the saloon to get beer instead of the 
front door.” — Texas Siftungs. 

A MAN, having a terrible attack of delirium 
tremens, was, for a week, the star of artistic 
London society. They thought he was esthetic. 
—Commercial Advertiser. 





Women that have been bedridden for years have been 
entirely cured by the use of Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound. Send to Mrs. Lydia E. Pinkham, 233 


Western Avenue, Lynn, Mass., for pamphlets. 


BOKER'S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BI'TTERS, 





AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE. 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 





Gentlemen 


are very often prejudiced against buy- 
ing their Underwear, Hosiery, and other 
Furnishing Goods in establishments 
which are supposed to be devoted chief- 
ly to the service of ladies. As a conse- 
quence, they generally pay half as much 
again as they need io for purchases. 

EHRICHS?’ on Eighth Avenue, meet 
this dfficulty by providing their Gents’ 
Furnishing Department with a separate 
entrance from the street (at No. 285 
Eighth Avenue), and having it served 
by salesmen only. 

As for their prices, they are now sel- 
ling Gents’ Extra Heavy Merino Under- 
wear, full regular made, at $1.00 for 
shirts or drawers: Extra fine All Wool 
Scarlet Cashmere Shirts or Drawers at 
$1.50: Superstout English Half Hose, 
full regular made, at 17 cents: and 
Shirts, Nightshirts, Scarfs, Pins, etc., 
at proportionately low prices. 

Call on your way down town. 
store is open at 8 A.M. 


EHRICHS 


8th Ave. and 24th St. 


The 








ZS Did you ever use RICKSECKER’S SKIN SOAP ? 


It Softens and Whitens the Skin. It is made exclusively of 
Balmy Vegetable Oils, no Animal Fat, mo Coloring Matter, 
no Adulterations, no Perfume. Keeps the hands soft and 
white in coldest weather. Large economical tablets 25 cents 


each. Druggists or by mail, on receipt of ten 3c. stamps. 


THEO. RICKSECKER, Perfumer, 


146 William Street, 


NEW YORE, 








IMPERIAL GERMAN MAIL 
North German Lloyd 


STEAMSHIP LINE between 







J Sailing every Saturday. 
=Company’s Pier, foot of Second Street, Hoboken. 
DONAU, Saturday, Nov. roth. RHEIN, Saturday, Dec. 3d. 
MOSEL, Saturday, Nov. 26th. MAIN, Saturday, Dec. roth. 
Rates of passage from NEW YORK to SOUTHAMPTON, 
HAVRE, or BREMEN: 
First Cabin, $100; Second Cabin, $60; Steerage, $30. 
Returntickets at reduced rates. Prepaid Steerage Certificates, $28 
OELRICHS & CO., General Agents, No, 2 Bowling Green. 
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a week in your own town. Terms and $5 outfit free. 
Address H. Hatiett & Co., Portland, Maine. 


Quickly and 
ASTHM A uickly an 


Permanently 
Dr.Stinson’s AsthmaRemedy 


is unequaled as a positive Cu RED) 


Alterative and Cure for 
It does not merely 


$66 











Asthma and Dyspepsia, 
and all their attendant evils. 
afford temporary relief, but isa permanent cure. 
Mrs. B. F. Lee, of Belmore, O., says of it: “Zam 
surprised at the speedy effects of your remedy. Itis 
the first medicine in six years that has loosened ~~ 
cough and made oy ye easy. Inows 

night without coughing.” If your druggist does not 
keep it, send for treatise and testimonials to 


853 Broadway, New York. 


AMERICAN 


Star Soft Capsules. 


CHEAPEST, QUICKEST, SUREST, BEST, 
AND MOST RELIABLE SOFT CAPSULES. 
Genuine Onty IN 
Metallic Boxes, Star Stamped on Cover, with 
Blue Wrapper with Star Monogram. 


Victor E. Mauger & Petrie, 


110 Reade Street, New York. 








FOR 
THE 
Dr. Peck’s Artificial Ear Drums 


PERFECTLY RESTORE THE HEARING 
and perform the work of the Nataral Drum. 
Always in position, but invisible to other. 
All nversation and even whispers heard dis- 
tinctly. We refer to those using m. Send for 
descriptive circular with testimonials. Address, 
H. P.K. PECK & 00., 858 Broadway, New York. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN No. 6 St. Marks Place, New York. 
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These Dolmans, made of heavy 
black Satin de Lyon, lined with 
quilted Silk, trimmed with broad black 
Coney Fur and Collar, of perfect fit 
and exquisite workmanship, are sold 
by H. C.F. KOCH & SON, SIXTH 
AVENUE AND 20th STREET, for 
$25. The same, style in best black 
Satin Merveilleux for $3 


TWENTY-SEVEN different styles 
of Dolmans and Circulars made of 
Silk. Plush, Satin Merveilleux, Sicil- 
ienne Silk, lined with Fur, Plush or 
Quilted Satin and trimmed with real 
Marabout or Fur, are now on exhibi- 
tion at the show-rooms of this popular 
Sixth Avenue house. 


Their stock of fine imported 
WINTER WRAPS, ULSTERS 
and WALKING JACKETS are ac- 
knowledged to be the best selected 
and assorted in the City, and their 
prices lower than any other house. 
All departments a are upon the ground- 
floor. 


NO STAIRS. NO ELEVATORS. 
H. C. F. KOCH & SON, 6th Ave, 


and 102, 104 and 106 West 2oth St. 





MORGAN'S 


HAND SAPOLIO 


The Best Toilet and Bath Soap 
in the World. 


Removes Tan, Ink and All Stains, 
Leaving the Skin Soft and White. 











A WEEK. #12 a day at home easily made. Costly 
72 Outfit free. Address Truz & Co., Augusta, Maine. 


TE ROTAM LAUDAMUS. 
When thou wouldst, O man, go ride, 
On the big bicycle glide; 
Drive it round with sturdy glee, 
’ Tis the fittest horse for thee. 
Prancers, and trotters, and pacers, 
Dexter and Maud §., the racers, 
Iroquois, Foxhall, that for us 
Beat all the best of John Taurus, 
Though they be horses of quality, 
Match not the bicycle’s jollity. 
—Daily Graphic. 
THE man who said that it is the little annoy- 
ances in life that trouble us must have forgotten 
the ladies’ big hats at the theatre.—DBosion 
Transcript. 





Shaving Made Easy! 


“VROOM & FOWLER'S” SHAVING SOAP 


gives a quick, soft, lasting lather. Sent by mail on receipt of 
twenty cents. C. H. Rutherford 
For Sace Everywuere. 26 Liberty St., N.Y. 


Cc. WEIS, 
Manufacturer of 
Meerschaum Pipes, 
SMOKERS’ ARTICLES, &c., 
Wholesale and Retail. Repairing done. Circular free. 
399 Broadway, New York. 
Factories: No. 69 Walker Street and Vienna. 


DO YOUR OWN PRINTING 


A et 
er styles o a e ani 
reduced price list free. ¥ - 


H. HOOVER, Phila., Pa. 


ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO, 


aU Ses. 


Seal Dolmans trimmed with silver and natural 
Beaver and Otter. Seal Sacques, Fur-lined 
Circulars with Silver Beaver Collars and lined 
with Siberian Squirrel in Satin de Lyon, Ar- 
mure Coutille and Silk Sicillienne. Muscovite 
Capes in Black and Silver Fox, Otter, &c. 
Muffs, in Seal, Silver and Black I*ox, Beaver, 
Otter and Chinchilla. Carriage and Sleigh 
Robes, Fur Trimmings, &c., &c. 





First Prize Medal, 
Vienna, 1873. 













BROADWAY AND i9th ST. 


ARNOLD. 
CONSTABLE & CO. 


Exclusive Novelties in Gentlemen’s Neckwear, 
Japanese Silk Robes de Chambre, and Smok- 
ing Jackets, French Blanket Robes, French 
and Domestic Cardigans, &c., &c. 











BROADWAY AND (9th ST. 


KARL HUTTER’S 
Patent Lightning 


Bottle Stoppers 


Also a Full Assortment of 
LAGER AND WEISS BEER. 
WINE AND BRANDY BOTTLES. 
SpeciaL ATTENTION Pain To Orpers WiTH NAME 
Brown In Tue Bortres. 


A Large Selection Of Bottler’s Supplies, 
KARL HUTTER, 









E. RIDLEY & SONS, 


Grand, Allen and Orchard Sts. 


Ladies’ Shoes 


FOR THE SEASON. 


THE FOLLOWING LINES WARRANTED; 


NEW PAIRS GIVEN 


WHEN THEY RIP OR TEAR, 


NO ODDS OR ENDS. 


BUT ALL REGULAR PRICES. 





‘| LADIES’ PEBBLE GOAT WALKING-BOOT......$2, $2.50 


—_——— 


LADIES’ KID WALKING-BOOT, MADE ON THE 


* COMMON SENSE LAST, 


OR SPANISH ARCHED LASTS, $2, $2.50 UP. 


CGOAT BOOT recess | pean d On 


HANDSOME STRAIGHT GOAT BOOT, $3 50, $4. 


LARGE ASSORTMENT OF FRENCH KID BOOTS, ALL 
SHAPES AND STYLES, at $3.50. #4.50, #5, $6. 


MISSES’ SCHOOL SHOES, 


Sizes 11 to 2, $1.25, $1.75, f2 uP. 


CHILDREN’S WALKING BOOTS, 


Sizgs 7 to 1034, at $1, $1.25, $1.50 uP. 
CHILDREN’S SPRING-HEEL SHOES, 
88c., $1, $1.10, $1.25. 


FINE ASSORTMENT 


GENTS’ SLIPPERS, $1. 1.25, $1.50, #2 UP. 














We have lower-priced shoes and boots but we neither recom- 
mend nor warrant them, 


EDWARD RIDLEY & SONS, 


309, 311, 311% Grand Street, 


58, 60, 62, 64, 66,68 & 70 ALLEN STREET, 











A. Werner & Co., 


808 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 











185 Bowery, New York. 











ps? Cor. 1ith & Oxford Sts., <p pe 


inn 


d Is especially adapted for 6, 
Bottling and Export. \ 



































DETECT IVE, 
HEAD QUABTERS 




















Orrice-Boy TO RESPECTABLE C1TIZEN:—“ You can’t 
jhave a detective, sir! All our men are out for Mr. Gould.’’ 








JAY GOULD'S DETECTIVE MONOPOLY. 


Cuorus oF ALL THE DETECTIVES AND POSTMEN IN THE City:—“Here is your Blackmailer, Mr. Gould! We'd do most anything for a liberal gent like you!” 














